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Foreword 


The manuscript to this book of poetry I enjoyed reading. It is 
not everyday that we can find a black couple which is as talented 
as Maxie and Betty Collier. They have felt the stings and the 
sweetness of life. This is reflected in their poetry. The manuscript 
literally took me back to my childhood, causing me to experience 
things I thought I had forgotten as I read it. The freshness of 
this work is beyond imagination. I read the manuscript over and 
over again and being human I must admit I was jealous. I was 
jealous because they could write so effortlessly and beautifully. 
I wished that I, being a writer, could do the same. It is rare that 
a couple such as Maxie and Betty can function as one. The beauty 
is that they have shared the Black Experience and have come out 
of it with their sanity and a clear mind. Perhaps this book will go 
a long ways in marking a turning point in our history. The words 
are written in Poems of the Soulmates. These words can be shared 
by all and might result in America becoming a warm, loving 
place, Those in all stations of life will gain by reading Maxie and 
Betty’s works. This book should be a treasure read at breakfast, 
at lunch and at dinner, at school, at church, and on rising and 
retiring. Perhaps it will harken the white world to wake up be- 
cause for so long black people have been asleep, but now we shall 
rise. The manuscript had a tremendous effect on me because it 
made me think, I was honored when I was asked to read the man- 
uscript. It is not often that the talented ask the untalented to 
judge. 

Love Always, 
SAGGITTARUS 
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Part I 


the cosmos. They are the stirrings of my ae 
thythms of the “is aN first and last wails of the 













FOR MEN WHO ASPIRE 


Waiting for fullness to come 
and nearly die here bursting 
] make no promises 
Just running round swearing 
I 
have been a happy 
soul 


But I keep on 2 a. 
1 wander ae =a ee ted. 
watching the wand'ings of my mind 











MEMO TO A MOTHER FROM A NEGRO son 
GONE BLACK ON APRIL, 1967 


Mother 
Oh Mother 
You don’t know 
I’ve tried-at-times-you see 
But that old son died yesterday 


I live now 

Not as somebody 

But as this One 

And I know now 

I cut the puppet strings 
I am a Man 


No 


Not just three times seven 
But a corn crop more 
Do see that 
I am the maturity of an Age 
Not just of an individual 
I am the father of the Father 


I am not the Prodigal 
My return is not 
To beg forgiveness 
But to proclaim this saved One now 
And the freed souls tomorrow 


MOTHER 
That old son died Yesterday 
I live now 
The father of the Father. 
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1968 


Days of Doubt 
Eternities of indecision 
No resolutions 
Worthless revolutions 
Might Power Strength 


The Wealth of paupers 
The ignorance of fools 
Attired in diapers 
Posing as kings 
Nothing 
Of one’s own 


All like pyrite All like toadstools 
All like counterfeit 


Notes of nausea 
Tones of teardrops 
Floods of laughter 


Self alluded individuals 

Joy 

Peace 
Security 

Falling palaces 
Rising rivers of blood 

and 

nothing after all. . . - 


UNTITLED 


I struggle feverishly 

in this strange dream 
secking the lost treasures 

of my soul 

seeking the wholeness of 

a shredded nation 

seeking the glory of freedom. 


I’ve died the death of folly 
And been resurrected like 
The Breath of Spring. 


VIRGINITY 


And the child cries 

“Lord God 

I feel it!” 

The meaning 
in that little voice 

Permeates 

The anguish that 
dissipates 

Proclaim yourself child 

“Tam? 


(They should have shot the bastard ) 
The child cries 
“Lord God 
I feel it! 
I am!” 


No meaning 
More Anguish 


Deny yourself Child 
‘I am not!” 
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TASHI a 


Rise | Ee 
Walk and 
Gaze 
Chatter like a fool = 
Explaining cause and _ eee 
Defining self es is 
Go on then. ype: 
















and die between. n luge 
mE remember when ee: 


POEM OF PHARAOH 


The Elements Tremble 
and 
Whisper love tunes 
when 
Pharaoh thrills in my ear 


Ecstasy is beaten notes 
Sounding out Space 
Beauty 
Oh wonderful Beauty 
Oh wonderful 
Pharaoh... . 


TO A WOMAN WHO SPEAKS OF LOVE 


Love 
is nothing 
An emotional dependency 
of self/of other 
Like all habits 
An acquired Thing 
But 
true release from love 
does require 
Compensation for the loss 
of the particular 
need fulfillment 


Move over Lester, 
Here comes Troy... . 


ON THE DEATH OF GEORGE BEST 


Suppose your lungs had not filled 
with water then— 

You would not be asleep 
and sleeping 
until Eternity 


But instead 

Having to survive 

and Mark time 

With all the trivialities before 
proceeding 

to the Greater Conclusion. 


ON BUYING LIFE INSURANCE 


Why do things die? 
Little tidbits go free 
and in their place is the non-existence of me 
The Fullness of my Being 
The Ripeness of my Divine Solitude 


I feel that the divine Milieu 
Must be Death 
That promise must quit seeking 
In that Supreme monologue 


I therefore barter chance for Hope 
and save faith for face 
I smile then and merge on 
into 
Quintescence. 


INVENTORY 


I’m just a tiny spot 

The meaning of you precedes me 
I'll never die : 

Even when you are gone 


The populous is the dupe of me 
Even when the rest 
is just a pouch 
a a REAL. 





FOR A MAN WHO DARES 


I wonder 
who he thinks he is 
Living 
on the expectations 
and hopes of tomorrow 


SS while 
aspiring to transcend 
The gap betwixt 
Past and Future. 


MODERNOLOGY 


The mechanical works 
Newton thought the World Was Like That 


Wind/the/heart/back/up 
Pump/in/some/more/juice. 


Bentham was a stuffed-full corpse— 
Jules Verne believed in suspended animation. 


Wind/the/heart/back/up 
Pump/in/some/more/juice. 


Lift the Face and 
Gulp down freely 
from the Fountain of Youth. 
One receipt, two receipts 


Wind/the/heart/back/up 
Pump/in/some/more/juice. 


“Refund on this one” 


And so it goes 
the mechanical works. « - « 
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EPITAPH 


“Oh-h-h baby don’t you weep” 
(as if you would) 

Don’t bury me dearly 
(admitting you would not) 


Just tell my son of me 
(You won't) 

Paint me not as a King. 
(You wouldn’t) 

But as a man 


(A louse) 


Good-bye 
(Good Riddance) 


SHE WAS LOVE 


She 
was 
Love 


Indeed she was the morning’s glory 
She was the boundless energy of the sun 
She was the silent roar of galaxies 

She was time immemorial. 


She played tiddlewinks with philosophy and 
bartered with fools: wisdom for gaiety- 


She deigned to be a human heart 
And succumbed to mortal pleasures. 
She enjoyed love; She liked frivolity. 


She teased like the light wind 
ripples the sea and caressed like A 
the dawning glows embrace the eart 
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She made me become the greater man 

Just as night caused the light to shine 

Ever more brilliantly 

She declared us to be “the pillars of Heaven’ 
And marked time with the 

thythms of the universe. 


She 
was 


Love 
Was Love 
Was the soul of man 
Was faith and joy 
Was the eternal Blessing. 
Was Divine Beatrice. 


CONFLICT 


“T have a value 
In fact I have several such 
Neither 
Created/nor purchased 
by me, but 
The definition of me 
as a man. 


Of its full extent 
I MUST CONFESS MY IGNORANCE 
Likewise 
With its reasons 
Yet 
For its consequences 
Responsibility is ascribed to me 
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Pardon the Man. 
I am the value— 


Conjured by the magical 
of Oneself eit: 
on 
Another 
Conjured by the magical spell 
of Another 
on 
Some other. 
I am the value not 
man 


| Estingish the Mane a aft 2k 
_Extinguish | ae "nothing near 


_ Thoughts overlapping thoughts 











These ce love oe : ‘spilled forth 42) mo 
ments when the power of unseen forces beat ee 
my insides with such might, that T could not 
in silence, their presence. . . 
translate, through words, 1 


thoughts. . . 








TEAR-IN 


At times, 
fire spirals blaze small 
trails of sorrow and sadness 
when 
hands reach out only to miss 
each/other/in/the/passing, 
then 
weeping willows root their 
bending leaves in the encampment 
of self 
and 
spray/fine droplets 
of dying essence 
drip forth 
from these burdened lids 
Of eyesne = 


NATURE’S RHYTHM 


Rhythmic vibes pulsating to a do-daaing beat 
taking, giving, 
breathing forth 
recreating charges to 
female essence, 
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Bouncing speed, 
Speed bouncing 
forth 
hazy 
melodies 
of 
undefined tunes 
that 
mesmerize, 
polarize, 
Paralyze 
de/un/crystallize 
The 
frozen 
Strands of 
Caring... . 


TRANSLATION 


Minn 
iB 


Brief moments over-populated with words 
Sheltering and protecting some inner fortitude 
that constantly threatens explosion. 


Frantically moving phalanges, encircling phalanges, 
Struggling to ignore the bouncing music of touch. 


Pulsating rhythms of self, selling denial in 
Sacrifice to a self-made God. 


UNCONSCIOUSNESS 


II. 


“Shit Women, 
Talk Sense... .” 
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FEELING 
III. 


I smile at you through mist filled eyes and 
chatter about the simple things while 
deep inside I die for want of you. 


You touch my fingers lightly and my chatter becomes 
more frantic, wrapping paper for a love-packed 
heart. 


My body tremors ever so slightly, screaming for 
satisfaction. . .. 
“Oh Dear, Mother is coming for dinner tonight!” 


A BIRTHIN’ 


“It was 
Something more 
than 
the cuteness, 
and 
the stylized movements 
that 
made 
me/want/to/call/you 
Dear, 
or 
The sparkling eyes gone virgin to tears 
smiling so secretively 
above 
a mouth, 


that is itself, : 
a song. 
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“Tt was more than the fact 


that 
vacant thoughts, 


when filled by you, 
Initiate 
a giddiness/that stirs the being 
and 
sweety shakes 
the 
sombreness of the soul, 
or 
that the slightest touch 
from trembling hands 
brings forth floating 
thoughts 
of 
Rapture.” 
The spirits of soulmates inevitably compel 
a merger of body and mind. 


ON LOVE AND LUST 


I want to merge into the roots of you 
beyond the reach of thrusting penis and 
searching hand, 
and of 
Iron bodies 
drenched 
damp by the 
Sweat of orgasm. 


I want to know 
What you feel when you see 
a blade of grass, 
shimmering and sparkling 
after an early autumn rain, 
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I want to feel— 

What you feel when conquered 
by the face of 

comedy and captured by the 
force of laughter, 

I want to cry with you, 

When the pain of tragedy tastes 
harsh and bitter. 

I want to melt into you and lanquor in your lips, 
When the strength of caring becomes 
unbearable 
and the pain of giving, tortuous. 


Don’t sentence me to exile from the core of you! 

Don’t compel me to abstinence from your soul!!! 

Is not my bosom sufficiently full to hold your head in 
moments of stress? 


Does Nixon oppress you? 

Do the Good Gods comfort you? 
Does Aretha arouse you? 

Does the Herb plant soothe you? 


Does Pharaoh express you? 
Does Freud explain you? 
Do the Temptations tempt you? 
Do I, excite you? 


Speak to me, 
Speak to mel 
of children skating on a pond 
of snowmen melting in the sun. 
Speak to me, 


or 
HAVE YOU FORGOTTEN HOW? 
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FEBRUARY 14, 1972 


Relax against the firmness of the King’s chair 
and feel the laser force of love 
as 
J 
walk past your door toward water that | sip 
only 
to share your nearness . . , 
and then 
my mind easily resists 
the emptiness of the grey sky as, 
overflowing 
with a Caring that asks not for 
compensation, 
I move beyond the door of your office 
to the 
TeCcess 
of mine. 


II. 


From the cubicle in which I exist— 
I watch you perform 
Smiling softly as you prove best at 
games created by them, 
Then 
Laughing behind Closed Doors, at those who 
sear illusion with Reality. 


Il. 


Smile on Grand Man, Wrestle on with 
the intricacies of the Tiresome Thing 
but for the moment, 
Rest against the firmness of the King’s Chair, 
(tucking away the fire) then 
teach out your arms and 
languor in the 
Earth 
of 
me. 
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POEM FOR A RETIRING BACHELOREss 
I. 


I tire now— 
of seeking you in the Treble 
while you lay laughing i in the Bass Clef, 
of humming to you in half notes while 
you blast my mind with syncopated 
beats 
of speaking to you diminuendo, 
while you yell at me crescendo. 


I tire now— 
of caring for eyes that drop forth 
shutters when I prance into view, 
of longing for hands that reject my 
softness for the metallic touch 
of some other, 
of thinking stray thoughts subtly linked by 
hopeless dreams. 


I tire now— 
As I cross my hands 
and 
exorcise you 
from my soul! 


II. 
FOR THEM 


I tire now— 
of Bubble-gum men, 
encased by cellophane, 
reaching out to grasp 
my thighs 
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of singing pilots dancing, 
between cumulous clouds 
that casts shadows over their dwindling 
minds, 
of dense, empty men, who hide 
themselves and fear to be touched 
by passion. 


I tire now— 
as I pick my hair 
and ease off 
into a 
sleepless dream. 


FOR MAMA LEE AND GRANDAD WHO 
CREATED LOVE 


“Wild ducks are less bountiful 
Than 
they used to be, 
and the squirrels 
who once swarmed 
the backyard pastures, 
are slowly 
scuttling 
away. 


Old tiger, 

who loved to chase 

. possums and coons, 

just 

sits quietly 
by the backdoor step 
with 
Butter, the she-cat 
at his side. 
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Wild Kressy now grows in the 
eastern field 
which 
once 
“5 was populated by Cotton and corn, 
the peach trees 
lean shaggy and split 
and nobody 
prunes 
their 
withering branches, 


The green porch swing 
sits motionless, 
unless the wind is high 
and 
the plank on the porch should 
be nailed down 
before it pierces into dust covered 
feet.” 


The full moon always brings sad 
visions 
of their flower shaded 
graves. 


25 


THE ROUTE 


(Alpha) 


I met a new man today— 


Not a handsome man with lash full eyes and 


prolific prose, 
But 
a Man’s Man, 
a flesh Man, 
Who smiles, and sometimes 
asks about the weather 
and/or the football games. 


(2) 
A Bougie man, who talks of 
cars, and clothes, and kind of 
wants to emulate 
The 
Playboy magazine. 
But I like this man . . 
a little, 
Maybe more, 
But I’m so used to 
Fake Play Ches 
high off Tea and Trane and high off 
the Rapping of Revolution. 
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(3) 
We ele a party tonight, and listened to 
ancy Wilson and Ramsey Lew; 
While fee 
Drinking Down Hennessy’s Scotch 
withwaterofcourse 
While 
He began the plan to get next to me. 
(I really 
wish he had asked instead). 
But I do like it when he kisses 
my ear, 
or holds onto my hand 
This new man I met today 


(Omega) 
(4) 
Uh-h-h-h-h, Uh-h-h-h-h-h 
I like the way it feels/ 
the way it feels/ 
The way it feels/ 
I like the way it feels 
The way it feels/ 
But 
I kiss this man Good-bye 
as 
he clicks on the 
Television set: New York Gi 
(Verlon Biggs and Charlie Taylor) 
doing their thing in 
LIVING COLOR 
as 
I 
walk out the door. 
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ants vs. Washington Redskins 


LESSON FOR TODAY: 


Woman cannot live by sex alone 
nor by the Bread 
which lines the 
pocket of 
a smiling Bourgie Man 
Fake Play Che’s I come, 
I come. 


WANTING 


Has anyone seen a man? 
With champagne eyes and 
hairful chest 
rapping 
Jive, 
and junk, 
and trash 
and strutting 
to boogaloo music gone bad? 


Has anyone seen a man, a tall man, with strong black arms, 
and silk soft hands 
Wanting, argo-pressed shirts, 
country-fried steak, 
and me? 


A lonely woman 
caresses her pillow with 
jergen-lotioned hands 


and 
wants. ... 
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REPRESSION 


When a tremor of terror bursts forth 
and a tide of longing floods my mind, 
T'll know 
then, 
that you're gone. 


But now, 
I caress memories etchings 
and 
converse with your name 
on the written page. 


I pour orange juice into 
your glass 
while 
holding your pipe in tender 
hands. 


I close my eyes 
that I do not see 
the dust 
which gathers 
on your desk top. .. - 
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UNTITLED I 


So I go searching— 
For the 
Home 
that use to be 
where 
The flowers gathered the sunbeams, flinging 
them again into the wind 
and 
The pastures, the bright green carpeting, sinking 
soft 
beneath the 
patter 
of 
Six feet searching 
for the blackberries and the 
plums, and the persimmons. .. . 


And the syrup bread she used to cook, 
thick with nuts 
and twisty with cane juice 
cooling, 
on the table 
before the window 
where she still sits, 
Watching 
for the Six Feet 
returning 
Home. 


To the Love cocoon, 
Sometimes hidden by flashing eyes 
and 
Whining voice 
but 
There, for the sixfeet. 
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With him, Her God, their god 

with withering face and : 
tiring back 

and rough parched hand 


S, 
by care, chapped 


and love of them. 


They sit, 
amidst the aroma 
th ok _ ope frying, and field peas 
with okra/and tomato i tia ae sy 
and their love flowing re iia ne 
Waiting still 
For Six Feet Returning Home. 


DEATH SONG 


Drink wine, soldier boy, drink wine 
Submerge all memories 

of riddled bodies with crew cut minds bound 
by the twine of patriotism, 

of noisy flames consuming flesh and idle 
dreams of days to come, 

of spirits fleeing from the mass of war 
torn limbs. 


I moan for you, my soldier boy, I moan 3 
for the sunflower seeds you forgot to taste 
for the stroll in the woods we never took 


for virile sperm you left unplanted. oe 
(“Massengile killed it dead”) 


Drink the wine soldier Boy, Drink the 
medic’s wine 
Your fluttering heart will wing home t 
(though the fear-driven pulse 
is fading away-) 


ae 


o me 


“Thy will be done, on earth as it is in heaven” 
Stop tears, Stop, Stop flowing 
Pain, cease gnawing at my heart, 
For I understand: 
Death 
is 
Live 
Love for a Dead 
Soldier Boy. 


UNTITLED II 


After the 
sounds of your music have 
been absorbed 
and 
transformed 
into 
riches, 
You'll walk the floors of 
The 
Slave Master’s House 
and 
wonder why you want 
to 


cry. 


You'll 
sit on the banks 
of your fish full 


pond 
and 
wonder why the 
ten-pound Bass 
upon your hook, 
Can’t 
bring you satisfaction, 
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You'll touch 
the woman who shares 


your bed, 
and 


ask why 
the riding of 
all those curves 
only 
brings you 
to a 
dead-end 
Street. 


And then, 
you'll remember 
a tender face, 
a smiling mind, 
a 
shining nose, 
and 
long 
for the mysteries 
of 
the woman 
from whom 
you made 
The Escape. 
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VACANCY 


“Old English furniture polish 
used to smell good 
When you were here 
and 
Johnson floor wax, didn’t tire the back 
When I forced it to the floor 
German chocolate cakes took half the time 
When sensuous lips were waiting 
to taste it.” 


But then, 
I did want 
This: 
Liberation from a male chauvinist 
pig! 


ELECTRA MANIA 
“Here Comes Daddy-Pa’” 


Walk soft tall man 
Rivulets of strength, they line your face 
And shadows of tenderness, they show. 


“Here comes Daddy-Pa” 


Walk soft tall man 
You are the silent marble which sheltered me. 
You are the condensed cloud who buffered the rain. 


Torn Pants, Overalls, and fishing Pole 
Smiles, Laughter, and fun 
‘Here Comes Daddy-Pa 

I love you 

Walk soft, walk soft, walk slow. 
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TO A ROVER 


Paper Machete Hearts 
are easily blown 
by whispering winds. 


REBOUND 


Tossed, torn, trampled 
mangled 
is my heart and faith 
Left to pound and flutter fast 
upon a garbage heap. 


Picked up by a rough, stained hand 
Lifted 
to then by left again 
Dirty, grimy, ashes 
upon 
the garbage heap. 


Solve the riddle, thus cure the spell 
vanishing 
all doubts and sorrows, 
Memorial to a heart gone stale 


upon 


a 
garbage 
heap. 
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YESTERDAY 


To go back to that which was, 
Seeking to recapture 

A joy and a pain 
Which somehow 

Tastes less sharp. .. . 


POEM FOR PAT 


The fortress of laughter 
must be 
stronger 
than 
shadows 
of 
tears. 


MELODIC VIBES 


Hey tip-topping, toe-tappingtrumpet player, 
Tambourine-trembling, doo-daaing Man, 
Can’t you feel, 
Can’t you see, 
Can’t you taste, 
These eyes upon your soul, searching for 
the source of 
your? 
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Blow Blow Banana Baby, Blow, Blow 
Whole notes 
eight notes 
16th and 32nd notes. 
Blow Blow— 
Scatter the vibes of your uncontained 
unproclaimed self! 
And while you're about it, 
Throw a glance and a smile my way. ... 


CONTRADICTION 


My Mommie whispered “You should not love” 
My body commanded “You must!” 
Hush 
Little 
Baby 
Don’t 
You 
Cry 
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NOVEMBER 18TH 


I. 


Yesterday— 
the air didn’t smell so crisp 
and 
the brilliance of the earth-hued 
trees 
didn’t 
grab into my depths 
nor 
sprinkle 
drum-played rhythms 
upon 
my brain. 


II. 


in fact, 
Yesterday, 
Apollo had drawn fast his window shade 
and 
barred and clamped 
his castle doors 
and 
I, on earth 
sowed 
dew-drops tears 
in 
the absence 
of 
His warmth. 
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I sat, and stared 
ee at ghostly faces 
who peered into 
ee. my astral self, 
then stole away 
si without a sound 
5 | 
hide from the silent plea. 


TO HIM 


I loved you when 
weed poured out your head 
and the puffs 
lay 
like 
country smokestacks 
about 
your brow 
while we strolled along 
talking 
of revolutions 
with 
The tune of 
“Psycho Se Motus” 
vibrating 
in our brains. 


I loved you when 
a twenty cents quantity of 
Esso plus 
was all you could afford 
in 
your 
broken down Ride 
so we sat and watched 
The Parthenon 
cold and white 
beside 
The warmth of us. 
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I loved you when 
the bubble burst 
and 
the shadow of ugliness 
tried to 
creep in 
and 
my face stung 
from the bite 
of your hand 
while 
I cried lost tears 
and 
wanted to die. 
The cycle of Life moves on 
The Road of caring curves and dips, 
I loved you when— 
I loved you 
I 
love 
YOUrs az: 


ON GRANDMA’S UNSTAMPED BIRTH 
CERTIFICATE 
I hate you, 
(Though I flash hypocritical smiles into your face) 


I loathe your soul 
(Though with sweet words I nurture the flow 
Which rushes from you to me.) 
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I kiss your lips 
(Though ravaged with guilt for what you have made me) 


And Now 
Grand 
Man, 


My son 
will kill your body, 
sO 
he can 
love himself. 


POEM FOR ALL “DICK SWARTZ’S” WHO 
COME TO REDLIGHT DISTRICTS 


I feel your hand slithering beneath my dress 
Your thick, hot breath upon my neck 
And your long, calloused tongue seeking 
To probe the depths of me. 


And now you want to touch me with your eyes: 
My breasts, 
So full, so round, so brown 
Then capped by a liberal expanse of blacknes: 


My stomach, 
Slightly protruding, curved 
And woven through by the stripes of womanhood 


My buttocks, 
Expansive, flowing, rippling 
And oh, so soft... . 
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So you really want me? 
Like your Papa wanted my Mama, 


I at your 
Laugh Lust! 


A WAY TO SAY NO 


Cadavers, 
toughen the strands of tenderness 
which 
intertwine themselves 
in the sandpaper of 
the medic’s mind, 
leaving him 
in forgetfulness 
of 
the beauty that was 
his, 
a decade ago, 
when he 
flowed 
toward some invisible she 
who dwelt 
with him and learned 
to penetrate his mind 
bringing him 
comfort 
when the harshness of the North 
wind swept 
roughly 
against his face. 
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The Cadaver, 
cold to his touch, 
leaves 
him 
seeking the fire of 
passion. 
Forgetful 
still 
of the warm strokes 
of Her fingers 
across his cheek 
as he lay resting upon her bosom 
drinking 
of the strength of her 
Soul 
though 
her 
body 
went 
still untouched. 


Reject not 
the fullness of my being 
because I offer not 
the Emptiness 
of a vaginal canal... . 
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ss POEM FOR AN AGING FOX 
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When I stepped lightly down 
the 
streets 
Big hips shaking 
waist 
small and neat, 
the clamor I caused 
was somethin’ 
to 
see: 
Eyes would shoot forth 
to the front of 
men’s heads, 


They'll 
have paid 
$500 
to get 
me 
in their bed. 
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Ill 


Then, 


at twenty one, 
I discovered a 
startling 
fact 
that 
there are 
men 
and Men 
and 
MEN 
and 
If I wanted these MEN 
I needed something 
else, 
than the 
cuteness 
and charm 
I needed to 
develop 
myself. 
I started on the outside 
with 
lots 
of reading 
you see, 
so I could 
learn about Socrates 
and the 
bumble bee. 
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I went to the inside 
and starting exploring 
me, 
and 
found love, 
kindness, and wisdom, 
without 
a 
fee. 


IV 


By the time I was thirty-five, 
I knew 
everything, 
I could think, sew and paint 
and even sing. 
But then, Guess what I discovered, 

to my surprise, 

fine wrinkles were 
growing 

inside 
my 
thighs, 
And 
my eyes 

were lined and had ceased to 
glow 

and my entourage 
of MEN 

MEN 
MEN, 
had started to golll! 
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Panic touched m 
like a trop 
Desperation 


But 


. today, 


He 
Oh 


bell 


Kas 
eh 


it 





YOU 
thrusted throbbing pain into my open trusting 


mind and called me 
UNCOOL 
because I cried 
ice-cold tears, tickling tears, flowing 
floating tears, ruptured streams 
of uncool love-hot 


MUSH 
UNCOOL 
UNCOOL 
“YOU ain’t got No Cool” 
Warmth/ 
Feeling/ 
Churning/ 


Caring/ 
Exploding Cares 
transformed to Caresses, Soothing Fingers 
mind-sharp, mindless 
Feeling 
emoting 
bursting forth 
and through 
Straw Dams of Cool 
“T Ain’t Got No Cool” 
Cause Cool 
ain’t where Love is .. . 
Cool Cool 
Mush-Cool 
Love 
Gone Cool 
Gone Gone 
“T ain’t Cool, just 
soft 
hot 
mush, ... 
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New from Nuclassics 


THE COUNT-DOWN TO BLACK 
GENOCIDE 


Soon a book which shall have a tremendous impact on world 
thinking will be released by Nuclassics and Science Publishing 
Company. This book brings to a focus the fears black Americans 
have had since they first set foot on the North American conti- 
nent. We at Nuclassics felt it was time for a book of this sort 
to be released now. We could not delay its release any longer be- 
cause a few days delay could result in many lives being lost. 


It is an understatement to say that these are troubled times. 
The changes in America have been so rapid that now very few 
people have any idea what is occurring. It goes without saying 
that black Americans face a dilemma. Times are very crucial 
for us as black people. Mainly, because we are in no position of 
power we do not know what is being planned in the smoke filled 
back rooms. Some of us sing, laugh and dance our lives away, 
while others ponder. 


Talking seriously with blacks from all parts of America and 
the world the topic of conversation always becomes black geno- 
cide. This is a question we must learn to deal with. 


Saggittarus has produced a masterful novel which every 
black and white American should read. This book is titled, The 
Count-down to Black Genocide. Be the first in your area to read 
this book. Send for a special copy before national release. 


Send $4.00 in check or money order to: 
NCS—7 


NUCLASSICS AND SCIENCE PUBLISHING 
COMPANY 
P.O. Box 3345 Washington, D. C. 20010 


FACE THIS NEW AGE WITH NUCLASSICS 
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